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IV. THE FATE OF FINNIGAN WEAVER
IT was only last night at the bar of the Club
That the Colonel told the tale Of the wild red dog's tremendous explosion, And of how he shot off in the fearful commotion
Like an aeroplane going full sail.
There followed a pause, and we all drank deep
As feeling the need of support; When that giddy young Binks, our D. S. P., * Broke in with a giggling, " He ! he ! he!
That yarn's not half a bad sort.
"It calls to mind an occurrence strange
That happened in Jalpaigori," But the Colonel quickly raised his hand ; " My youthful sir, do I understand
That you wish to cap my story ?
"Before you venture, prithee hear
The fate of young Finnigan Weaver, The only man who ever tried To cap my tale.   Well! the idiot died, But not of a lingering fever.
* District Superintendent of Police.